i 


oc as thcBarkc that hath difcharg'd his fraught, 
Returncs with precious lading to the Bay, 
From whence at firft fhe wcgih'd her Anchorage : 
Commeth Andronicm bound with La wrellbowes, 
To rcfalutc his Country with his teares, 
Teares of true ioy for his returne to Rome, 
Thou great defender of this Capitoll, 
Stand gracious to the Rites that we intend. 

lomainesjof fiue and twenty Valiant Sonncs, 

4aifc of the number that King Priam had. 

Behold the poore temaincs aliue and dead ! 

Thefe that Suruine^et Rome reward with Loue : 

Thefe that 1 bring vnto their latcft home. 

With buriall amongft their Aunceftors. 

Heerc Gothcs haue giuen mc leaue to fheath my Sword: 

Titus vnktnde,and carelcffe of thine ownc, 

Why fuffer'ft thou thy Sonncs vnburied yet, 

To houer on the dreadfull fhore of Stix ? 

Make way to lay them by their Bretheren. 

They open the Tombe. 
There greete in filence as the dead are wont, 
And fleepe in peace,flaine in your Countries warrcs : 
O facred receptacle of my ioyes, 
Sweet Cell of vertue and Noblitie, 
How many Sonnes of mine haft thou in ft ore, 
That thou wilt neuer render to me more f 

Lnc. Giue vs the proudeft prifoner ot the Gothes, 
That we may hew his limbcs,and on a pile 
Ad manutfratrumficr\{\cc his flefh : 
Before this earthly prifon of their bones* 
That fo the fhadowes be not vnappeas'd, 
Nor we difturb'd with prodigies on earth. 

Tit. I giue him you,the Nobleft that Suruiues, 
Theeldeft Son of this diftrcflcd Qneene. 

jym. Stay Romaine Brcthercn,gracious Conqueror, 
Vi&orious Trfa^rue the teares I ftted, 
A Mothers teares in paflion for her fonne : 
And if thy Sonne? were euer deerc to thee, 
Oh thinke my fonnes to be as deerc to mec. 
Sufficeth not,that we are brought to Rome 
To beautifie thy Triumphs,atid returne 
Captiue to thee,and to thy Romaine y oake, 
But muft my Sonncs be flaughtrcd in the ftreetes, 
For Valiant doings in their Countries caufc ? 
O ! If to fi ght for King and Common-wealc, 
Were piety in thine, it is in thefe : 
Andronicus ftimc not thy Tombe with blood. 
Wilt thou draw neere the naturcof the Gods ? 
Draw neere them then in being merciful!. 
Sweet mercy is Nobilities true badge, 
Thrice Noble Titus ftzvc my firft borne ibnne. 

Tit. Patient your felfc Madam,and pardon me, 
Thefe are the Brethren, whom you Gothes beheld 
Aliue and dead, and for their Bretheren flaine, 
Religioufly they aske a facrificc : 
To this your fonne is markt, and die he muft, 
T'appeafe their groaning fhadowes that are gone. 

Luc. Away withhim, and make a fire ftraight, 
And with our Swords vpon a pile of wood, 
Let's hew his limbes till they be cleane confurn'd. 

Exit Sonne* with Alarbut* 
Tama. Ocruell irreligious piety* 
Chi. Was euer Scythia halfe fo barbareus i 
'Bern. Oppofc meScythia to ambitious Rome, 
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AUrbus goes toreft.andwc furuiue. 
To tremble vnder Titus threatning lookes, 
Then Madam ftand refolu'd,but hope withalJ 
The felfe fame Gods that arm'd the QuccneofT 
Withopportuniticof(harpereuenge ro ' 
Vpon the Thracian Tyiant in hi* Tent , 
May fauour Tamoraxhc Queene of Gothes, 
( When Gothes wereGothcs.and Tamora was O u 
To quit the bloody wrongs vpon her foes. ^5 cnc , 

Enter th$ Sonnes ofAndronictu againe. 

Luci. See Lord and Father,how we haue perform^ 
Our Romaine t\ghzc$,u4larbus limbs are lopt, * 
And intrals fcedethc iaerififing fire, 
Whole fmoke like incenfc doth perfume the skie 
Remaineth nought but to interrc our Brethren 
And with low'd Larums welcome them to Rome. 

Tit. Let it be fo,and let Andromcus 
Make this his latcft farewell to their foules* 

TloHrijhi 

Then Sound Trumpets \and lay the Coffins in the Tomh ' 
In peace and Honour reft you hcere my Sonncs 
Romes readieft Championsjrepofe you heere in reft 
Secure from worldly chaunces and mifhaps ; 
Hcere lurks no Treafon,hcere no enuie fwels, 
Hcere grow ho damned grudges, hcere arc no (formes 
No noyfe,but filence and Eternall fleepe, 
In peace and Honour reft you heere my Sonncs, 

Enter I^minia, 

Lam. In peace and Honour,liuc Lord Titus long, 
My Noble Lord and Father,liue inFamcs 
Loe at this Tomb? my tributarie teares, 
I render for my Bretherens Obfequies: 
And at thy feete I kneele,with teares of ioy 
Shed on the earth for thy returne to Rome. 
O bleffe me heere with thy victorious hand, 
Whole Fortune Romes beft Citizens applau'd* 

7*. Kind Rome, 
That haft thus louingly referu'd 
The Cordiall of mine age to glad my hart, 
Lauinia liue,out-liue thy Fathers dayes : 
And Fames eternall date for vercues praife. 

Marc. Long Hue Lord Titue 9 my beloued brother, 
Gracious Triumphcr in the eyes of Rpme# 

Tit. Thankes GentleTribune, 
Noble brother Marcus. 

Mar. And welcome; Nephews from fucccffull wars 
You that furuiue and you that fleepe in Fame \ 
Faire Lords your Fortunes arc all alike in all, 
That in your Countries feruice drew your Swords. 
But fafer Triumph is this Funcrall Pompc, 
That hath afpir'd to Scions Happincs, 
And Triumphs ouer chaunce in honours bed* 
Titus -^a^nw/rw^thepcopleofRomc, 
Whole friend in iufticethou haft ewerbene, 
Send thee by me their Tribune and their truft, 
This Pal liamcnt of white and lpotlefleHue, 
And name thee in Election for rhe Empire, 
With thefe our I*tc deceafed Emperours Sonnet: 
Be Candidates then.and put ir on, 
And helpe to fist a head on hcadeffe Rome. 

Tit. A better heatfher Glorious body fits, 
Then his that fhakes iot age and fccbleneffe: 
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\Vha^SouldI d'on this Robe and trouble you, 
i>e chofen with proclamations to day, 
To morrow yeeld vp rule, refignc my lift, 
a d fct abroad new bufineffe for you all. • 
r me 1 haue bene thy Souldier forty yeares, 
And led my Countries flrength fucceffefully, 
And buried one and twenty Valiant Sonncs, 
Knichtcd in Field, flaine manfully in Armes, 
In ri* ht and Seruicc of their Noble Countrie i 
Giue me a ftaffe of Honour for mine age, 
Buc not a Scepter to controu le the world* 
Vpri^ht he held it Lords,that held it laft. 
Mar. TVfatf jthou fhak obtaine and aske the Emperie. 
Sat. Proud and ambi tious Tribune can'ft thou tell ? 
Titus* Patience Prince Saturmmu, 
Stt. Roniaines dome right, 
patricians draw your Swords 5 andfhcaththem not 
^Satarninm be Romes Emnerour : 
jlndronicus would thou wert fliipt to hell, 
Rather then rob me of the peoples harts. 

Inc. Proud Saturmne y interrupter of the good 
That Noble minded Titus meanes to thee. 

Tit. Content thee Prince,I will rcftore to thee 
Thepeoplesharts,and wcane them from thcmfelucs. > 

Hafs. Andronicm.l do not flatter thee 
But Honour thee,and will doe till I die : 
My Faftion if thou ftrengthen with thy Friend ? 
Iwillmoft thankcfull be,and thankesto men 
OfNoble mindes/is Honourable Meede. 

Tit, People of Rome,and Noble Tribune s heere, 
I aske your voy ces and jrour Suffrages, 
Will you beftow them friendly on Andronicus ? 

Tribunes. To gratifie the good Andronicus, 
And Gratulate his fafc returns to Rome, 
The people will accept whom he admits* 

Tit. Tribunes I thankcyou,andthisfureImakc, 
That you Create your Emperours cldeft fonne, 
Lord Saturnine jflhok Vertues will 1 hope, 
Refleft on Rome as Tytans Rayes on earth, 
And ripen Iuftice in this Common-weale : 
Then if you will eleft by my aduife, 
Crownehim, and fay: Long hue ourEmperour. 

Mar. An. With Voyces and applauie of euery fort, 
Patricians and P^ebeans we Create 
Lord Saturninus Romes Great Emperoufo 
And fay > Long line our Emperour Saturnine. 

j4 long Fhurifli till they come dorvne. 
Satis. Titus Andronicus £ot thy Fauours doncj 
To vs in our Eleilion this day, 
I giue thee thankes in part of thy Deferts, 
And will with Deeds requite thy gcntleneflt : 
And for an Onfet Titus to aduance 
Thy Name,and Honorable Familie, 
LAHtnia will I make my Empreffe, 
Rome sRoyall Miftris,Miftns ofmy hart 
And in the Sacred Pathan her cfpoufe : 
Tell me AndrdnieHs doth this motion pleafe thee 

Tit. It doth ray worthy Lord,and in this match, 
IholdmeHighly Ronoured of your Grace, 
And heerc in light of Rome,to Saturnine y 
King and Commander" of our Common-WealC, 
The Wide-Worlds Errtperour,do I Confecratc, 
My Sword^my Chariot,and my Prifonerss, 
Prefents well Worthy Romes Jmperiall Lord : 
Recciue them then,the Tribute that I owe, 
Mine Honours Enfrgries humbled at my feete/ 


Satu. Thankes Noble THusJpzihti of my life. 
How proud I am of thce,and of thy gifts 
Rome Chall rfccord,and when I do forgee 
The leaft of thefe VnfpcakableDefcrts, 
Romans forget your Fcaltie to me* 

Tit. Now Madam arc your prifoner to an Emperour* 
To him that for you Honour and your State, 
Will vie you Nobly and your followers, 

Satu. A goodly Lady,truft me of the Hue 
That I would choofe, were I to choofc a new : 
Cleerc vp Faire Qucenc that cloudy countenance, 
Though chance of warre 
Hath wrought this change of cheere, 
Thou com'ftnot to be made a fcorne in Rome: 
Princely flhall be thy vfage euery way- 
Reft on my word^and let not difcontent 
Daunt all your hopes : Madam he comforts you, 
Can make your Greater then the Queene of Gothes ? 
Lauinia you are not difpleaf'd with this ? 

Lau. Not I my Lord, fith true Nobilitie, 
Warrants thefe words in Princely curtefie. 

Sat . Thankes fwccteL^/W^^omans let vs goe: 
Ranfomleffe heerc we fet our Prifoners free, 
Prochime our Honors Lords with Trumpe and Drum, 
Baft. Lord Titus by your lcauc,this Maid is mine. 
Tit. How fir i Arc you in earncft then my Lord ? 
Bafs. ] Noble Titus ^uA refolti'd withall, 
To doe my felfe this reafon, and this right. 

Afarc. Suum cuiquam^s our Romaneluftice, 
This Prince in Iu^icc cea^eth but his ownc. 
Luc. And that he will and fhall i if Lucius Hue. 
Tit. Traytors auant,where is the Eafpcrours Guarde? 
Trealbn my LoriJLauima is furpnt'd. 
Sat. Surprifd, by whom ? 
Bafs. By him that iuftly may 
Bea^e his Bctroth s d,from all the world away. 

Jtfuti. Brothers helpe to conuey her hence away* 
And with my S word He keepe this doore fafe. 

Tit * Follow my Lord,and He foone bring her backe* 
Mut. My Lordyoupafienot heere. 
Tit. Whatvi!IaineBoy,bar J ftmetr,y way in Rome? 
Mut. Helpe Lucius helpe. He kils him. 

Luc. My Lord you are vniuft,and more then fo. 
In wrongfull quarrell,you haue flaine your Ion, 

Tit. Nor thou, nor he are any fonnes of mint-, 
My fonnes would neuer fo difhonour me. 
Tray tor reftorc Lauinia to the Emperour. 

Luc. Dead if you will, but not to be his wife?, 
That isanothcrs lawfull promift Loue. 

Enter aloft the Emperour with T'amora and her two 
fonnes } and Aaron the Moore. 
Empe. No 7/7#*,no,the Emperour needs her not, 
Norher,nor thec,norany of thy ftockc; 
He trufl: by Lcifure him that mocks me once. 
Thee neuer : nor thy Trayterous haughty fonnes, 
Confederates all,tbus to difhonour mt. 
Was none in Rome to make a ftale 
But Saturnine ? Full well Andronicus 
Agree thefe Deeds,with that proud bragge of thine, 
That faid'ft ,1 beg'd the Empire at thy hand?2 

Tit. O monftrous,what reproachfull words are thefe ? 

Sat. But goe thy waycs,goe giue that changing peecc, 
To him that flourittit for her with his Sword ; 
A Vallianc fonne in-law thou (halt enioy * 
One,fk to bandy with thy lawlcflc Sonncs, 
To/ 


